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"4 book of Verses underneath the Bough, 
A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread — and Thou 

Beside me singing in the Wilderness — 
Oh, Wilderness were Paradise enow I ^^ 

Omar Khayyam. 
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^'Give me these many thoughts and songs 
Clad in editions rare, 
Printed on paper of texture fine 

And bound with special care — 
Give me these as the fire burns dim. 

And the night grows bleak and cold, 
For I would read the long night through, 
And live in the days of oldJ^ 

G. C. Wing J Jr., in the Brunonian^ 
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Introductory. 



Here are the songs of the young men, 

The songs of youth and of joy; 
The songs that are glad with the strength of a man 

And gay with the glee of a boy. 
The jubiliant songs of the careless 

That swagger and rollick along, 
And move to the lilt of the music 

That beats in the veins of the strong. 

And we know that the songs of the young men 

Are wiser than saws of the old 
When the bones have grown hard, and the steps have 
grown slow. 

And the hope of the heart has grown cold. 
There is truth in the songs of the young men, — 

For the lives that are sanest and strong 
Keep step to a jubilant music 

And move to the metre of song. 

Here are songs of the young men and old men — 

For life may be young to four-score. 
And Spring fill the heart when the Winter of years 

Comes down with its drifts at our door. 
The songs of the young men and old men — 

And let all men be equally young — 
The youth of nineteen and of ninety. 

Whenever these songs shall be sung. 

Sam Walter Fobs. 
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To the Clock Tower. 



O, lofty tower to crest our campus green, 
And rise like Venice's loss above our halls, 
Yon noble presence to our mind recalls 

Thy harmony of beauties long unseen. 

'Tis worthy of thy donor's wish, thy mien. 
Well chosen riches dress thy tapering walls. 
Nor art thou disenchanting as there falls 

The veiling; pure, thou stand'st a work supreme. 

Within our life thou hast a niche to- fill; 

To be the index of our higher needs. 

Bear well thy charge to teU the hours; be both 
A power that moulds, e'en tho' against our will, 

A love of Beauty in our souls, and one that leads 

The advent of our greater future growth. 
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Chapel Bell. 



Hark! the bell — brazen bell — 
What a world of agony 
Its clanging notes foretell 
To the slumberous sleepy student 
As he bids his rest farewell. 
How it clatters, how it bangs, 
How it clangs, clangs, clangs — 
How it sings, how it rings, 
How it clatters and it clings. 
Seeming loath to cease its singing. 
Seeming eager to keep ringing 
Out its knell — dolesome knell. 

O thou bell — dreadsome bell — 
May thou ring thy drearsome knell 
Till the students here forsake you. 
Till the very devil take you 
Into hell, hell, hell, into hell. 
There 'mid shapes all seared and gory 
May thou ring thy same old story. 
May thou urge thy direful clanging 
And thy ringing and thy banging. 
Till thy very clatter break you. 
Till the devil's hosts forsake you. 
Till the crack of doom o'ertake you, 
Chapel bell. 

C. S. Mitchell. 
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To the Old Man of the Mountain. 



Inscrutable Face ! 

Born of chaotic Time and mighty Past, 

Long hast thou gazed on towering peak and stormy crag; 

The cycles of seasons are alike to thee, — 

The flush of spring, the summer's heat, the chill of autumn 

And the winter's stormy blast affect thee not. 

Ere haughty Caesars ruled imperial Rome 

Or Alexander called the world his own, 

Before the Man of Destiny came forth, — thou wert. 

The mist of centuries lies upon thy brow; 

Beneath thy gaze the red man trod the forest free 

And close to nature lived his simple life. 

But, like the shadows o'er thy face. 

The denizen of the past soon fled 

And sons of Britain ruled this mighty land; 

And after didst thou see the nestling hamlet and the 

distant spire. 
The finger point of freedom and of God. 
The rule of England's haughty King has passed. 
And freemen all, the native mountains hold. 
A lesson hast thou taught, illustrious crag, 
Of nature's endless sway, and God's eternal rule. 

Royal Nesmith Jessup. 
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My Valentine. 



Why do I love thee, my sweetheart, my King? 1 

Why do I waft thee, on soft zephyr's wing, 
Message of love from my heart that loves true? 
Why do I love thee? 

Because you are you. 

Why do I love thee, thou dearest of dear? 
Why do I wish thee forever so near? 
Why dost thou seem the most royal of men? 
Because you are you, love, I whisper again. 

Why do I love thee, thou kindest of kind? 
For wit or for learning or scholarly mind? 
Why do I think thee the wisest of men? 
Because you are you, love, I tell thee again. 

Ah, me! I do love thee, my heart doth confess; 
And I pray that this dear love may never be less. 
But why do I think thee the best among men? 
Because — 

Why! I've told thee again and again. 

'^H. W." 
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A Shadow. 



Little daughter, take my hand, 

Lead me through your Fairyland, 

While your Dollies slumber; 

Show me every elfin sight. 

Every new and strange delight — 

Joys without a number. 

Set your merry eyes in tune, 

(Sparkling bits of honey'd June 

Warming chill December.) 

OflF to Fairyland we'll go. 

But the journey must be slow 

For I'm old, remember. 

Childish feet are sure and fleet, 

Skimming up gay Fancy Street 

Lightly as the swallow; 

But I'll do the best I can 

(Weary broken-hearted man!) 

Do my best to follow. 

Child you have your mother's hair. 

And her tiny, shell-like ear — 

*' What's the matter?" Nothing, sweet; 

See, I've caught the truant tear! 

Howard B. Grose. 
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To a Pressed Pansy Found in a Book. 



Sear, dried, wan, saflFron, flower-ghost, 

What dost thou here? I don't recall 
What happy day of all the sunny host 

Which troop from out the dust of memory's hall, 
I put thee here to mark; what lip kissed thee; 

Or what white, dainty, favoring hand 
As token gave; or what sweet vow of secrecy 

Thou sealdst; or softened what conmiand. 
True, when I placed thee here my heart was sure 

'Twould keep thy meaning when thou long wert dust 
May faith less long than fragile flower endure? — 

Or did I keep thy mutely-witnessed trust? 
I know not. Yet there wafts from thee 

A sweet elusive fragrance of past ecstacy. 

W. A. Hart. 
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Dedicatory. 



Oh! I wish I could be wid' ye w'en the green gets in 

the trees; 
W'en the sniiff of wakin' blossoms comes afloatin' down 

the breez; 
W'en the robins is anestin' and just busting full of 

sing, 
Oh! I wish I could be wid' ye in the honey days of 

Spring. 

Oh! I wish I could be wid' ye, w'en the air is full of 

hum; 
W'en all the earth's asnoozin' in the happy Summer 

sun, 
W'en you go aclimbin' mountains, an' alivin' as you ort; 
Oh! I rather had be wid' ye than in any royal court. 

Oh! I wish I could be wid' ye w'en the leaves begin to 

fade, 
W'en the golden rods is broken, an' the days is mostly 

shade; 
W'en the narrow streets is noisy, an' business almost kills. 
Oh! I wish I could be wid' ye, round a camp-fire on the 

hiUs. 

Oh! I wish I could be wid' ye w'en the winter winds is 

high, 
An' we hear their voices callin' as they sweep along the 

sky, 

(9) 



Digitized by 



Google 



Oh! they call us to the mountains, an' they call us to the 

sea, 
An' they call me to be wid' ye, where I ever wish to 

be. 

Oh! I wish I could be wid 'yew'en you read these pages 

o'er, 
Jest to sit around the fire-place w'ere we used to sit 

before; 
Oh! I wish I could be wid' ye every night an' every day, 
An' in spirit "I am wid' ye," forever and for aye. 

D. L. S. 
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Class Hymn of Nineteen Hundred Four. 



(Tune: Matema.) 

O Lord above, Almighty One, 

To Thee our hearts now turn 
To feel Thy kmdly father-love. 

Thy wond'rous purpose learn. 

E'er since bur birth. Thy guiding hand 

Has shaped our course aright: 
In times of sadness and of fear 

'Tis Thou hast been our Might. 

In childhood's hour, in youth's fair day, 

In manhood's earliest years, 
'Tis Thou alone hast been our Light, 

Dispelling gloomy fears. 

But now has come the parting hour 

When youth is left behind. 
When from Brunonia's halls we turn 

Our paths in life to find. 

Grant still, O Lord, our Shield to be, 

Still guide our course aright. 
All fears dispel, all doubts remove, 

And grant us e'er Thy light. 

And make us true and noble men. 
Such men as Brown would claim. 

E'er serving Thee, and fellow-man. 
Thus honoring her name. 

Berrick Schloss. 

(II) 
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The Fortune Teller. 



Jeanette with the laughing eyes, 

Like the skies, 
Plucks a golden daisy-head 

From its bed. 

Pulls the petals one by one, 

Half in fun; 
Murmuring as she strews them 'round 

On the ground, 

Now, ''he loves," then, "loves me not," 

Till all are done. 
Happy maid! if with the last, 
"He loves me," she holdeth fast. 

P. M. 
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The Psalm of Love. 



Tell me not in scornful numbers 
Marriage is an empty dream! 

For the man is dead that lingers — 
Maidens are not what they seem. 

Men are real! Maidens earnest! 

Single life is not their goal. 
Single art and thus remainest 

Was not spoken as a whole. 

Lonely hall or virgin sorrow 
Is not destined end or way, 

All must act that each to-morrow 
Find more married than to-day. 

Art is long and time is fleeting! 

And our hearts when love we meet, 
Then like morning drums are beating, 

While shy glances sweetly meet. 

In the world's broad field of battle, 

In the intercourse of life. 
Be not craven-hearted cattle! 

Seek companion true for wife. 

Trust no future, howe'er pleasant! 

Some one else may change thy fate! 
Act, act in the living present! 

Lest with thee it be too late. 
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Loves of great men all remind us 
We can gain our wives in time, 

And, departing, leave behind us 
Love-links in the sands of time. 

Love-links that perhaps another, 

Living single blessedness, 
A forlorn and tongue-tied bach'lor. 

Seeing, shall his love confess. 

Let us, then, be up and wooing 
Fair love true when she is met 

Still achieving, still pursuing. 
Learn to labor and to get. 

John J. F. Amidon. 
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Desertion. 



Didst thou win, but to deceive me? 
Love bestow, but to bereave me? 
Hungry yearning stir within me, 
But to hear a hopeless cry? 

Would to God I ne'er had met thee! 
Would to God I could forget thee! 
Life had happy been without thee; — 
Now to lose thee is to die. 

P. M. 
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The Cry of the Farmer. 



The shadder's in the valley, and the night dew's on the 

com. 
I hear the brassy tootin' of ma's old tin supper horn; 
It makes me sick of livin' this ploddin', lonesome life, 
I'm agoing to quit this foolin', I'm agoing to git a wife. 

I'll ask that gal astayin' in the big house on the hill. 
She calls me "Baby," foolin'. It makes my busom thrill. 
She's got teeth white as milkings, and great big eyes of 

brown, 
She looks so sort of witchin' when her hair's afallin' down. 

We'll have a little cottage and a red rose by the door, 
She'll be happy all day, singin' a hundred songs or more. 
And she'll whisper kind of softly when there ain't nobody 

by: 
"You and I, beloved, only; darling, simply you and I." 

When the shadder's in the valley and the night dew's on 

the corn. 
And I hear the brassy tootin' of a brand new supper horn, 
I'll hustle 'long the cow-path, alookin' for to see 
If my wife ain't standin' waitin', awaitin' just for me. 

Grace M. Sherwood, 'o6. 
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To the New State House. 



Apart from crowded square and busy mart, 

Whose atmosphere is filled with din of strife, 
You stand, a shape of that inspiring art 

Which points men's thoughts unto a higher life. 
Builded of marble, in stately fashion wrought, 

A touch of beauty in each soaring line. 
You are a figure of the artist's thought 

Which reaches upward after the divine. 
Fill us with visions beautiful, proud dome. 

Of an uplifted and a righteous State 
Whose legislators meeting in your halls 

Shall find in their pure confines still the home 
Of civic honor, and thus consummate 

The outward beauty of your shining walls. 

Howard B. Grose. 
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A Flower. 



A flower at my doorway grew 
Kissed by the mom and evening dew, 
A fairer flower I never knew 

Than this at my cottage door. 

It blossomed all the summer gay, 
Till one night a cold frost came that way. 
My flower was withered and died next day; 
The flower at my cottage door. 

Then I thought how a flower I loved long ago 
Had been chilled by the winds which in winter blow, 
How I buried my heart with her, under the snow, 
Nearby my cottage door. 

W. 
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"Ring Out, Wild Bells," 

OR RECITATION BELLS. 

(With apologies to Lord Tennyson.) 



Ring out wild bells, to the wild sky, 
I'm next man up, I'm not prepared. 
The "prof" just scowled and at me stared. 

Ring out, wild bells, and let me fly. 

Ring out the old, ring in the new. 
Ring happy bells and save a "flunk." 
"Next!" My head swims, down I've sunk. 

They rang too late. (They always do.) 
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Don't You Wish You Knew? 



Glancing in the moonlight, 

Gliding in the dark, 
Down the river slowly, 

Floats our dainty bark. 
Sweetly sound two voices. 

Shadows hide the view; 
Heard the rushes something? 

Don't you wish you knew? 

Gently sigh the zeph)n:s, 

Shine the stars above, 
Eyes of brighter lustre 

Speak of lasting love. 
Quickly pass the hours. 

Glides the bark canoe; 
Heard the rushes something? 

Don't you wish you knew? 

—A. H. B. 
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Always. 



'Tis always there 

Before my mind's eye set, 
The self-same face, 
The self-same golden hair. 
Sweet vision I would fain forget. 
And yet, 
'Tis always there. 

'Tis always there. 

Mayhap 'twill aye be so. 
Long dead to me 
The real, my hopes but air, 

I pray the vision, too, may go. 
But no, 
'Tis always there. 



B. D. W. 
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And in the story of the prince and king 
Who lived in India, in days long gone, 

We hear the song eternity shall sing, 
And see the beauty of the breaking dawn. 

III. 

The king thought only of the fleeting joy, 
And ruled with grandeur all his mighty state: 

The people were his passing moments' toy, 
Their lives but humble means to make him great. 

The glittering palace and the royal feast. 
The pomp of triumph, might of kingly throne — 

These were his life. The lowly seemed the least 
Of all the lightest cares he called his own. 

He saw no duty in the fleeting years. 
He heard no voices from the darkling moor: 

Far were his days from sighs and bitter tears. 
And far his thoughts from life amid the poor. 

He never left his pinnacle of power. 
To mingle with the weary and the sad: 

He spent the years within his castle tower 
While humble souls were longing to be glad. 

And fondly dreaming of far grander halls. 
He sent Almorah's noblest prince to build 

A palace where the evening sunlight falls. 
And where its lingering rays might ever gild 

The mountain peaks, resplendent in the snows. 
And cast o'er all the tumbling mountain streams 

That flow to meet the sea, ethereal glows 
Of an effulgence that from heaven gleams. 
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Grieving for all this vanity and pride, 

The prince soon reached the land amid the snow, 
And there beheld, on every mountain side. 

Men, women, children, living lives of woe: 

The grief of those who linger at the grave, 
The drear despondency of those who die 

Without the comfort of the love they crave. 
The sorrows of the souls who satisfy 

The base desires of frail humanity 
And wake to find their highest nature dead. 

The wretchedness of that sad poverty 
Which ends, its struggles in the daily bread. 

Hopeless and sad, they passed within the ground. 
Yearning within their souls for that sweet Home 

Which in the turmoil they had never found. 
And for the peace of that fair Day to come. 

The palace that the king had fondly sought, 
Was all forgotten in the prince's heart: 

A nobler purpose ruled his steps, and wrought. 
For human weal, a far sublimer part. 

In ministry of simple love and truth, 
He walked among the saddened and the low. 

Waking within their breasts the hopes of youth, 
While pointing them to Lands beyond the snow. 

The gloom of darkest shadows turned to light: 
The wailings and the frenzied cries of grief 

Became a song to lovingly requite 
The prince's deeds that brought them sweet relief. 
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The fears and sorrows round the hapless death 
That closed so often o'er their dreary life, 

Were lost within the ever-quickening breath 
Of higher aspirations in the strife. 

But when the haughty monarch came to see 
His palace, glorious amid the mountains. 

He found it not: but found, where misery 
Before had been, the fairest flowers and fountains. 

Quick summoning the prince, he bade him tell 
The cause of all this waste in foolish deeds; 

And when he heard how every mountain dell 
Rejoiced in freedom from its direst needs, 

The king thought still upon the baser thing. 
And cast the prince in prison for his sin. 

"Now thou shalt die, for thou hast robbed the king,'' 
Was all the recompense his deeds could win. 

That night a spirit from a far-off Land 
Came to the selfish monarch in his dream, 

And beckoned him to leave his palace grand 
And follow where the stars do ever gleam. 

Up from the earth they soared to heaven's gate. 
And there, when they had entered, lo, behold! 

Stood a bright palace, grander far than state 
Of kings could ever build with all their gold. 

More brilliant thaii the noon-day's radiant sun. 
And vaster than all crumbling piles of earth. 

"There," spake the spirit, "is the victory won; 
There is thy noble prince's crown of worth." 
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And then the king rejoiced, and knew the prince ! 

Had spent his golden treasure for the best. 
The lesson learned, he mourned that long years since i 

He failed to see the life of peace and rest. 

i 

IV. 

Such is the lesson that the prince and king 

Shall teach forever to our human race. * 

The one is never sung where people sing 

Of that sweet love which lights the saddened face: 

The other's deeds shall cool the stifling heat 

Of days and years with bitter toilings rife, 
And cast benignest hopes o'er those who greet I 

The Living at the entrance of a Life. 

The prince shall live a hero, though the strains / 

Of martial music never sound his praise: ] 

His were the victories with which the fanes 
Of Truth shall echo through the coming days. 

V. 

A wandering soul, upon a terrace high ' 

I overlooked a city by the sea. 
As sunlit visions in the western sky 

Shone in the radiance of majesty, j 

And as the ruflled waters of the bay 

Glittered and danced in fairy ecstacy, 
I saw the towering piles that yonder lay, 

Gleaming in all the secret witchery 
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Of dying sunlight, and I saw the spires 
Of temples, domes and palace-turrets shine. 

I saw no sadness and no funeral p)n:es. 
Here, thought I, was a vision all divine. 

Forgetful that my every hour was sad, 

And I a wanderer, a sweet release 
Came o'er me, all the world seemed new and glad, 

And evening breezes whispered but of peace. 

But soon the city's lofty spires and domes 
No longer glistened in the fading rays, 

And shimmering lights from many lowly homes 
Shone through the even's ever darkening maze. 

The vesper chimes still sounded with their sweet 
And dreamland memories of distant peace. 

But soon their echoes died away to meet 
The rapture of that Land where troubles cease; 

The flickering lights themselves were quickly lost 
Within the blackness of the gathering gloom; 

And through the night I saw a spectral ghost, 
Alone and sad and pale, beside the tomb. 

Disconsolate and gloomy, in despair 
Of living through the shadows till the day. 

And this was life! and this the human share 
Of spirits dying for the daylight's ray! 

While all this vision's horror o'er me passed 
I prayed for that sweet Love of youthful dream, 

Which seemed to solve the mystery that cast 
Its shade o'er things far other than they seem: 
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And in my lone despondency of soul, 
An answering whisper from a spirit land 

Came o'er the sadly moaning seas that roll 
Their waters on the everlasting strand 

Of human wretchedness, and breathed a rest 
And cheer to all the world. 'Twas but a word, 

And yet it calmed the madly rushing crest 
Of dashing breakers where the sea was stirred, 

And sent exultant thrills of Love divine ' 
Through every sailor on the troubled waves: 

'Twas but a word that stilled the seas which shine 
Eternal in the life of Him who saves. 

VI. 

The college dreams are now forever past, 
And youth, athrill with sweet expectancy. 

Awaits the days, 'mid toil and struggle cast, 
When it shall free the world from misery. 

Youth-spirit now, as in the ancient days. 
Makes clear the mystery of human life, 

And points in love to all those lowly ways 
Where youth and age may find their noblest strife. 

The weary and the troubled of to-day 
Live in the gloom and anguish of the night, 

And with no loves or joys they fondly pray 
For that sweet time when darkness shall be light. 

And here, amid the lowly and the sad. 

With highest inspirations to endeavor. 
Our days may all be new and bright and glad, 

Our life may be the life of peace forever. 
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In spirit of that Man of long ago, 
Who humbly worshipped at no other shrine 

Save that which brought Love's happiness to woe, 
We may ourselves find happiness divine. 

They live ascetics who in fashion's pride 
Debase the sympathies of church to creed. 

And bring no loving sweetness to betide 
The suffering of all our human need. 

To sweeten grief with solace of our love, 
And light the darkest depths of misery — 

This is the life like that of Peace above: 
This is the life of immortality. 

Harold Dexter Hazeltine. 
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To My Old Blotter. 



I hate to give you up, 

By Jove I do. 
There's many a thought been shared ere now 

'Twixt me and you. 
You're quite impressionable, 

Yes, quite, indeed; 
You take in everything I say. 

With all agreed. 
You seem somehow to sympathize. 

And then, you know. 
There are things that call up other times 

Not long ago. 
Look! what's that in the comer there? 

"With love, good bye." 
Backwards, of course, but then I know. 

Why shouldn't I? 
You haven't taken down her name? 

Just as I thought. 
I lingered o'er it long until 

You couldn't blot. 
And here's a great big blot of ink, — 

An ugly smutch. 
There's nothing to remark in that? 

There's many such? 
Well, no, not quite. I wrote one time 

With spiteful ire — 
Anger unfounded (plain to see 

Did I inquire), 

(30) 



Digitized by 



Google 



But, writing fierce and post-hastelike, 

I made this blot. 
It spoiled the note, and saved him hurt. 

I was too hot. 
Two even lines! Rhyming, — I guess 

I often do. 
Likewise two sums: debtor too long, 

Assets too few. 
And all these make a friendship-like 

'Twixt me and you. 
So that I hate to give you up, 

By Jove I do. 

W. A. Hart. 
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Three Views of Life. 



To know the thoughts of love and to admire, 
Feel, grasp and know the burning heart's desire, 
To realize the end and goal of Passion's blazing fire, 
That is all. 

To live the life of Man from day to day, 
To do as seemeth right on Life's highway, 
From childhood's prattling age to manhood gray. 
That is all. 

To have the Soul of God in mortal frame. 
To strive to right all human wrong and shame. 
To live our life near God and be the same, 
That is all. 

Royal Nesmith Jessup. 
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Drifting. 



Long shadows lie across the silent lake, 
Gray shadows soft with drowsiness and sleep, 
And in cool, waving rushes cradled deep, 
Low ripples round my slow boat's prow awake. 
Drifting. 

The shadows sink into the gathering dark. 
Behind, the western sky is all aglow; 
Ahead, the shifting shadows come and go. 
Slow closing in about my little bark, 
Drifting. 

Somewhere beyond the dusk the pale stars gleam. 
What matter where the slow, deep currents go? 
I do not know my course, nor care to know. 
Content to lie upon the silent stream, 
Drifting. 

Alice Traver, 1905. 
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when the Way is Long. 



You'd think that weary I should feel 

When the way is long; 
You'd think that dreamy tones might steal 

Into my song 

As I pass along 
And gaze at the faces in the motley throng, 
And see not one who's a friend, perchance. 
While at best they give me a passing glance. 

But ever cheerful shall I feel 

Though the way be long; 
And never a fearful thought shall chill 

The words of my song 

As I pass along; 
For the sweetest harmonies prolong 
Themselves in my soul — and each overt6ne 
Is of hope — and with hope no man is alone. 



C. M. G. I 
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Thistle-Down. 



Thistle-down, thistle-down, whither away? 
Can you not linger for one little day? 
Wait till to-morrow, my thistle-down, do! 
And if I am ready, I'll fly away, too. 

We'll have such a journey as never was seen; 
Now o'er the billows, and then o'er the green; 
Now in the meadow, and then on the hiU, 
Flying, and floating, and resting at will. 

And some little cloud we'll together pursue. 
That seems to be lost in the heavenly blue. 
The dragon-fly chase as he skims o'er the lake; 
The emigrant birds from the north overtake. 

We'll learn where the rainbow begins, and the gold. 
That is buried thereunder, together behold; 
Now surely this tempts you, my Thistle-down bright. 
To pause jnst a day from your wandering flight ? 

Will nothing delay you? Has Nature a need 
Entrusted alone to your gossamer seed? 
Then hasten away to your dance on the wind. 
And leave me all lonely and longing behind. 

William Whitman Bailey. 
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The Three Enemies. 



I have an ancient enemy, 
Whom if I conquer not, I die. 
Before Faith's window doth he loom 
Filling my life with horrid gloom. 
Doubt is the name he goeth by. 

II. 

I have an ancient enemy. 
Whom if I conquer not, I die. 
About the castle of my heart 
He lies, and hurls a poisoned dart. 
Grief is the name he goeth by. 

III. 

I have an ancient enemy. 
Whom if I conquer not, I die. 
Dragon-drawn he rides his car, 
And 'gainst my soul he wageth war. 
Self is the name he goeth by. 



P. M. 
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My Ships. 



My child heart was light as a bubble of foam, 
The days were fair as June can be 
When I set my ships afloat at sea, 
And watched them from sight of home. 

The fate of those ships I sent to sea? 

In the dark, deep waves many were lost; 

Some still ride waves tempest tossed. 

But one, loyal and true, has come back to me. 

Claudia Wilbur, 1906. 
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The Slave. 



Pearls hast thou and diamonds fair; 

Jewels rich, a golden store; 
Tourmaline and jacinth rare — 

What need'st thou more? 

Eyes thou hast, the fairest seen, . 

Twin-stars, limpid lakes of blue; 
And thy curling tresses' sheen 

Puts to shame the raven's hue. 

Wealth and beauty — these are thine. 

What is lacking thee? 
Yet I would not make thee mine. 

For thou art not free. 

Liberty were richer treasure. 

Even in poverty, 
Than a serfdom borne in leisure 

And in luxury. 

P. M. 
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My Cigarette. 



My first idea, 

My noon-day charm, 

My evening consolation. 
Thou art, thyself, my cigarette, 

Thyself a whole creation. 

The woman-kind is sweet and fair. 

Her hand is soft and white, 
But thou, my love, my cigarette, 

Thou dost surpass her quite. 

Thy blonded hair, 
Thy perfumed breath. 

Thy garment white and clean: 
Thou art a goddess within which 

The devil is unseen. 

It is a weary beaten path 
Which men before have trod. 

And when thou art all conqueror, 
We lie beneath the sod. 

D. M. H. 
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A November Lullaby. 



The nests hang empty in the tree; 

Sleepy little baby, while cold winds blow; 
But your mother stays though summer flee, 
Safer nest than my arms there cannot be, 
That is the nest for thee. 

Sleep, little baby; soft falls the snow. 

The skies are gray that bend o'er you; 

Sleep, Utile baby, while cold winds blow; 
But when I look in your eyes so true. 
There, when the dear little soul looks through. 
Always my skies are blue. 

Sleep, little baby; soft falls the snow. 

Blue skies, full nests will come in May, 

Sleep, little baby, while cold winds blow; 
But oh! if my dear one were taken away. 
How empty my heart and the heavens how gray! 
Stay with me, darling, stay! 
Sleep, little baby; soft falls the snow. 

B. L. C. 
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A Song of Spring. 



BY A STREET ARAB. 



Tell ye wa't, de spring's de t'ing! 

Ain't no other wuther 
Ekul to it in dis world. 

Does I like it? Ruther! 

Some guys likes it fer de birds 
An' spring-flowers pretty. 

Dat's all right but we don't see 
Dem t'ings in de city. 

Spring styles is what we likes best. 

Aw no, not dem swipers, 
Giddy shoes and clo'es and hats 

Yer sees in de pipers. 

We don't get no extry clo'es 
Wen de spring time's comin'. 

No, siree, most dose we got 
Comes right off ahummin'. 

Ain't no need to wear a coat, 

On'y shirts and trousis. 
Barefoot too, yer bet yer boots, 

'N' needn't sleep in houses. 

Tell yer w'at de spring de t'ing — 
It's straight w'at I'm givin' — 

'Tain't, too hot ner 'tain't too cold: 
Yes, siree, dat's livin'. 



W. A. H. 
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The Spirit of Nature. 



In the vaulted aisles of the lofty woods, 

On the sandy beach of the sea, 
Where the waves beat time with a rythmic rhyme 

In a cadence wild and free: — 
Where the storm-worn peaks from their airy heights 

Look down on the vales below. 
In meadows green where can be seen 

The rivers as they flow:— 
From the shaded vale to the lofty crags 

That o'er the valley tower 
A spirit is there that breathes in the air 

A message of peace and power. 

, Royal Nesmith Jessup. 
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Power. 



A healthy brain, six feet from ground; 
A haughty spirit, girt around 

With brawn; 
Proud eyes whose glance was full of scorn, 
A will like iron, and as strong: — 

A man. 

Yet once I saw his high head bow. 
And weakness overspread his brow; 

Alas! 
A dreaminess was in his eye. 
His will was brake — ^you ask me why? 

A lass. 

O. Li, Ix. 
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The Angelus. 



Soft the Angelus is ringing 
Requiem mass to heaven's light;' 

Shepherds home their flocks are bringing 
As the sun bids all good-night. 

Soft the crimson west is flushing 

While the ev'ning shadows fall, 
Everything in nature hushing; 

Peace and rest rings over all. 

In the harvest field are standing 
Wight and wife with bow^ head; 

As they hear the Angelus tolling 
Prayers from humble hearts are said. 

Thus the night is gently falling 

Over homes and lair and nest; 
Thus the evening knell is calling 

All the weary world to rest. 

Royal Nesmith Jessup- 
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Summer Thoughts. 

Class Poem, 1895. 



Beneath a willow, on green banks, 
Grown up with reed and ranks 

Of tall grass spears and meadow-sweet, 
I lie alone and all unseen. 
Upon a soft moss-bed of green, 

Where a meadow stream and river meet. 

The morning light breaks through the bars 

Across the window of my cell, 
And wakes a million morning stars 

On willow leaf and Asphodel. 
The winds awake and all the throng 

Of happy birds and laughing leaves 
With rippling river join in song. 

And blend their voices with the breeze. 

And from the elder-blossoms white 
And poppy-seas that flame and bum. 

The blue-flags with their banners bright. 
And from the violet 'neath the fern 

In clouds of song and perfume rise 

The earth's glad greetings to the skies. 
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II. 

Heaving bUlows of blue grass roll 

Across the hills to the meadowy bay; 
They sweep o'er the golden buttercup shoal, 

And break at my feet into violet spray. 
And down the hill through fringe of rose, 

I hear the purl of the chatting stream; 
It laughs and it sparkles and onward flows 

Like a happy girl, or a summer dream. 

Now through the bridge the bright waves turn. 

And over the ford where the cattle wait; 
But they linger and stop in the shade of the fern. 

And broaden and deepen and hestiate. 
Slowly and softly on they flow. 

Through the misty leagues of the meadow wide. 
Groping their way, as the tall reeds show 

The path to the river's tide. 

III. 

I feel the cool breeze of the sea. 

The cloudy sails are set on high, 
And fancy from her moorings free 

Speeds through the spaces of the sky. 

IV. 

So all that happy day 
From strife of men I stole away. 
Bending the wild reeds to my ear, 
Without, within, afar and near, 
I heard a murmuring music say: 
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V. 

Beautiful old world, 

And wert thou made for me? 
May I claim this violet for my own? 

Must I share it with the bee? 
Were there no lovers for the rose, 

No tender tales of woe, 
Before the first fair maiden heard 

The tale all maidens know? 

The clarion tones from yonder spire 

Through mellowed distance faint I hear. 
'Twas yester eve that Homer's lyre 

Moved to the dance and drew the tear? 
These whispering voices of the reeds, 

Are they no longer heard by Pan? 
The music of the mystic meads 

Has fled before the scythe of man? 

No change with thee, old world, we find. 

We hear the same mysterious tone 
That lulled our very primal kind 

In time of eld, in age unknown. 
If only life were more than form, 

Our heavy hearts were more than clods. 
We still might pass within the grove 

And cross a threshold of the gods. 

VI. 

Beautiful old world. 

How large thou art, and free! 

Free with thy life and love to give 

That the river flow, the blind-worm live, 

And more than all to me. 
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And large thou art, brave world, although 
The few who wander far and wide 
With restless soul unsatisfied 
Will seek, but never find thee so. 
Too small, indeed, for love to weigh 
With service; too small to play 
The prison to our souls, or bind 
The powers of this human mind. 
But large enough for love to give. 
With largeness for the soul to live. 
But small to fill the clutch of greed. 
To drink the blood-sweat of the poor, 
Tho' large enough for God to heed 
Thy cry, with succor swift and sure. 

VII. 

If duty could be made all sweet. 

And willingness should wing our feet. 

Then life, whatever its plan, would be 

Unbroken chords of harmony. 

I would forget all lore 

Of musty volumes, and the store 

Of men's philosophy; 

The baubels of society; 

Would forget its walls and streets. 

Its little joys, its small deceits, 

If the sunshine of the mom 

Were in my bosom born. 

And the fragrance of the rose. 

And the joy a skylark knows; 

If the instinct of a bee 

Could only enter me; 

If the courage of the pine 
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And its mightiness were mine. 

All I've learned of books and men 

I would return again 

If the softness of the night, 

In her softly shadowed stole, 

If the largeness of the light 

Might pass into my soul. 

VIII. 

Centuries gone, a stone was thrown 

Away: the sculptor, weary grown. 

Had cast the block aside; 

The marble was too hard and bare, 

And the form he dreamed imprisoned there 

Beneath his chisel died. 

Unnoticed many years it lay 

Till trace of form was worn away 

Beneath the crowd's rude heel. 

When at the last a master found 

The block half buried in the ground, 

And all his poet's soul could feel 

Its mute insensate appeal. 

He touched it with his loving hand, 

He called it forth and made it stand 

A shepherd youth, strong limbed and free. 

Divine in its humanity. 

How ready we to fling aside 
The soul, we sought to form 
Unto our narrow norm. 
When marred and crucified. 
Cast under foot of men. 
Lost to their care and ken 
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The ruined block may be. 
Till lo! the master passes there, 
Hears its mute, unwritten prayer. 
And to his own transcendent plan 
Evolves the stature of a man 
The measure of eternity. 
There is, if but our eyes could see. 
In every form divinity; 
And if our souls should listen, hear 
In every dumb and dullest clod 
Unspoken, but distinct and clear. 
The voice of God. 

IX. 

Of all thy secrets which is best. 

Wise world, our lives to test 

For truth and strength and perfect plan? 

When is a man the most a man? 

What is he, were his measure found 

Of the great earth that bears him round? 

Wise men have sought the wide world o'er, 

Have oped and entered every door, 

Have peered between the grave's close bars. 

Have asked an answer of the stars. 

Have asked, and ask they ever will. 

But stars are silent, graves are still. 

I would be glad to find and know 
All majesty of truth, and throw 
The light across the darkened sea 
Of man's unknown futurity. 
But let me be content to feel 
The thrill of bird-song sweetly steal 
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Into the hours; and glad to bring 
The fall of waters or the gleam 
Of misty sunshine from their foam 
Into some urban home. 

Just to grow as the grasses grow, 

Just to know all the wild birds know, — 

This were enough for me. 

But for the doubt and vain regret, 

A something there is wanting yet, 

And life were full and free. 

X. 

There is a music in the strife 
Of waves along the throbbing strand; 

There is an unheard song in life. 
That love alone can understand. 

XI. 

And now a silence o'er the meadows fell, 

A hush that swept the wide and fretful shore; 
A prayer of sadness spoke the vesper bell, 

A glory thrilled the air unknown before. 
And down the distant pathway drew the light. 

The western gates, the silent-shadows sealed; 
The golden day has passed into the night. 

The earth is lost, but heaven bends revealed. 

Dallas Lore Sharp. 
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A Million Years. 



A million years! The mighty host of Time! 

Legions on legions, and the days and hours 
Myriads uncounted. Can the human mind 

Grasp the great thought, e'en with its wondrous powers ? 

Think you that creatures, in a million years, 
Will walk where we walk, live where we abide. 

Speak as we speak, think and love and hate? 
Or will the last degenerate long have died. 

And will this busy, teeming, sweltering earth 

Have ceased its rolling when the years have flown. 

And that great puzzle called the Universe 
Itself have vanished in the great Unknown? 

You ask me why not let the future rest 
And make the present bind our hopes and fears! 

Ah! But if creeds be true, your soul and mine 
Must live forever — for a million years! 

X. Y. 
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Autumn Leaves. 



Fl)dng, twisting, twirling with the wind, 
See them rise and fall! 
Stopping quickly — now they're off again. 
Prattling one and all. 

Playing, fighting, always in a whirl, 

Down the street they blow; 

Catch them, stop them, hold them if you can. 

See how fast they go! 

BiGELOW. 
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Faith. 



Silent the great Night 

Whirled with its canopy of stars, 

Silent and illimitable. 

And in the midst of the darkness 

Alone under the vast heavens 

I prayed to Him who sits above the stars, 

"Oh, Father, give me the lips of my love!" 

And my voice died away 

Into the immensity of the Night. 

To the stars mocking 

I was but a speck 

On the edge of infinity. 

But to God seated above the stars 

I was a human heart 

Rent with sorrow. 

In the morning, comforted, 
I felt my love's sweet lips. 
But the great Night, 
With its canopy of stars. 
Silent and illimitable. 
Was gone. 

C. R. Austin. 
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where It Originated. 



"What day is it, Adam?" said Eve to her spouse, 
As kissing him sweetly, she fondled his chin. 

In modem times a reception like this 
Would cause some poor seal to be chased for his skin. 

"Come now! Let me see!'' said the father of man, 
His hand resting softly on Eve's golden hair; 

"It seems that to-day is the first of the year," 
And then he gave Eve of sweet kisses a pair. 

"But why do you ask, dear, a question like this? 

One day differs little from others, indeed, 
With you, my love, happy to-day is the rule. 

To think of, or care for, the morrow, what need?" 

"'Twas only this, Adam," then answered his spouse. 
And puckered her lips for the kiss that he snatched; 

"You've worn that shabby old suit the whole year — 
You must have it cleaned and thoroughly patched." 

'Nay, nay," answered Adam, and slyly he winked; 

"To think of that plan is not proper, my dear; 
If I must have good clothes, 'turn over new leaves,' 

And let that henceforth be the custom each year." 

C. C. 
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Arbutus Buds. 



When the sweet soft winds of the south blow warm, 

Then the leaves of the rich lily part; 
Only to summer's greatest caress 

Doth the rose yield its full red heart. 

But in still white woods, when the trees are bare, 
And the crow flies with glittering wing, 

Arbutus buds wait in the sweetest faith 
For the first faint touch of spring. 

O, God both of warm and of wintry skies, 
Snows of doubt lie all cold o'er my heart; 

But beneath all sleep buds that shall bloom in that day 
When I see Thee, O Sun, as Thou art! 

B. L. C. 
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Spring. 



Spring, spring, beautiful spring! 
Poets and rhymesters her melodies sing! 
Get out your pencils and don't do a thing 
But tell us the virtues of beautiful spring! 

Tell us again that the grasses are green, 
That leaves on the branches are commonly seen, 
That the sky is quite blue when no clouds intervene. 
That of all the four seasons, this season's the queen! 

Tell how the modest wood violets hide. 
The snow-drop, the cow-slip, and others beside. 
Our search for the fragrant arbutus now guide 
(Ten centa per bunch where the Dagoes abide!). 

Sing of the stars in the heavens above, 

Of the zephyrs fanned soft as by wings of a dove; 

Sing the song of "her" eyes, of "her" hair, of "her'^ 

glove; 
Yes, sing if you will the old spring song of love! 

But, say, at the same time you'd better sing all: 
So tell of the rain-drops that suddenly fall 
When we've donned our best clothes for an afternoon call, 
And the tom-cats that nightly on back fences squall! 

Sing of the mud and the ruts in the road! 

Sing of the bills for spring bonnets owed! 

Sing how our flannels in camphor we stowed 

And donned our thin clothing — ^and next day it snowed! 
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Sing of house-cleaning — the house-cleaner^s ire! 

Sing how her imps Against our quiet conspire; 

Sing how the carpet tacks puncture our tire, 

And don^t forget 

To sing about that dirty, smoky, smouldering, evilsmell- 

ing, bad tempered, confoimded, back-yard, spring 

bonfire! 

P. 
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Past and Present/ 



Bright was the sky, 

And the wind, o'er the sea 

Tossed the spray. 

As in play. 

Curling high. 

Drooping low, 

O'er the waves, 

Row on row. 

Flashed the foam. 

Thro' the surf, side by side. 
Swimming strong, 
Laughing long, 
I There we vied — 
Thou, brother, and I. 

Now dark is the sky — 

Chill the wind, o'er the sea 

Drives the hoar. 

Frozen spray. 

Leaping high. 

Diving low, 

Crash the waves. 

Row on row, 

To the shore. 

All alone, sad and drear. 

With the mists creeping near 

O'er the murmuring, sobbing sea, 

I am waiting and watching and longing 

For Death, my brother, and thee. 

C. S. Mitchell. 

*Written on the occasion of his brother's death. 
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A Rosebud. 



A rosebud grew in a garden, 

The fairest flower of all, 
And reigned by beauty's power. 

From mom till twilight's fall. 

A crown of sparkling dew-drops 
Adorned her snow white brow, 

And grace in rare perfection 
The sweep of her stately bow. 

The perfumed summer zephyrs 
Oft fanned her rounded cheek,^ 

And the gallant bees with ardor 
Forbidden sweets did seek. 

While a little star in the distance 
Looked down from skies above,, 

And, gazing on the rosebud. 
Soon learned the charms of Ipve^ 

But pangs of sorrow followed. 

For the rose looked not afar. 
But smiled on nearer suitors. 

And hardly saw the star. 

So thus doth run our fortime. 

For oft I think of thee, 
While thou, by others courted, 

Hast never seen me. 

Yet I have often wondered, 

What would the rosebud do. 
If she but knew the star that 
Gave her his heart so true. 

Nelleox^ 
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Blown Up^ 



"Your friend," one said, "was just blown up, 
Wild rumors now are rife!" 

The other questioned in reply: 
"Gunpowdet, gas, or wife?** 

P. 
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A Man With Ambition* 



Once was a man with a foolish dream, 

(Even as many more;) 
He dreamed of power and dreamed of fame, 
Dreamed of riches and dreamed of name. 
And thought it was real— this fool in his dream!— 

Just as men have before. 

So he struggled and fought as the years went by 

Just as the years before; 
The ladder was steeper than he could climb. 
But he struggled and fought, with the march of time, 
Till the very sap of his Itfe ran dry. 

Just as men's has before. 

Then he faltered, and then he died 

Just as men have before; 
Died in poverty, died in shame. 
Life work wasted, even his name 
Lost and gone, for the world rolls on 

Just as it did before. 

Jr. 
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May Thirtieth. 



Sadly lay we our loved away, 

Nor cease the tears; 
Each day is a memorial day, 

As speed the years. 

Many a gracious deed. 

Passed lightly by, 
Now wins its rightful meed 

In memory. 

The imselfish aid, the loving word. 

Who gives us now? 
Dear hands imseen, sweet voice imheard. 

Where restest thou? 

Thou dost not speak! 

Cans't thou not see? 
Ah! Life is weak! 

Death holdeth thee. 

Death hides thee — ^where — 

From me apart? 
Love finds thee e'er 

Within my heart. 

*'H. W." 
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ist yield?" 

d me: i 



\ 
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*'Ah, no; there was a time whe; 
He'd swallow down the fat and 
But now, that privflege gone, h( 
To take the drops of bitter trut 
God rest his soul, he'll starve ei 
And so the old man shuffled ofi 
Me musing there upon the fate 
Who cannot bear the bitter trut 
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stle Walls. 

mif 1896. 

[. 
I. 

d 

ible and hoary, 

f a legend story. 

'er bore Castilian steel, 
in the fight for Spanish weal, 
and a marvel to his peers, 
)t free from faults and fears; 
and wealth exceeding store, 
es, what would a noble more? 
LS of the castle where I stand, 
tion'd in all the Spanish land. 
?v^hen the people tried him sore^ 
ty to return there never more. 
■ worship not his due, 
ies wishing him for lover true, 
nd the toreadofs boast, 
weary he sought the Spanish 

e far from all the noise and 
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Of heroes sore besetting, ar 
So he shut him in his castle fi 
With naught but ships in 1 

there day by day, 
To remind him of his people 
When the Moors came on t 

Spain. 
One night he dream'd: in fai 

stood, 
And proudly gaz'd toward 1: 

rood. 
His heart was filled with sc 

and the wide; 
"Far greater am I in my cast 

tide 
Of Fortune all-capricious, fo 
Has stolen away from work 

delight. 
Who thinks to force my cast 
Farewell to the cabalkroSy let 
Then suddenly out of the ocei 
His form was like to the whi 

sea and skies. 
He swooped on the lofty ca 

gust, 
Rodrigo, the cdbaUero^ to the 
Awoke then Don Rodrigo f 

fright. 
And bounding forth to the 

the night. 
From castle walls in their glo 

less low; 
But to-night it was as if den 

in woe. 

(6 
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were tramping overhead, 
5 said requiem for the dead, 
storming the castilluelo there, 
at Rodrigo's stricken stare, 
round him. — One blow, one 

gisance to Rodrigo, — all was 

md his castle were no more. 

a. 

ife long since has dat'd 

• waits to come. 
;gles on, unspar'd 
Lt used to roam 
jar, 



e 

japs in its ragged yawn. 

heaven grows. 

castle wall 'twas bortl. 

jp, — yet no one knows 



n. 

bid a sea. 

:he dark blue ocean's roll, 
arms atid cheers the soul, 
it all could be. 
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O countless fancies! how ye gr 
Your lithe, luxuriant forms ^ 
About these crownless turrets 

The marks of fury 'gainst that 

And thou, O sea, whose surgir 
Have yeam'd for eons o'er t 
Tell us who lends us most o 

Thou, or the pile that here ms 

Silence and night have beautiej 
Tho' ruins ever ruins are, — 1 
The benediction of the sighii 

With moonbeams trysting as tl 

So wrong and woe they hide ii 
Tho' deep in pity ocean moi 
The gentle hand of evening 

Sad thoughts. The pile is not 

IV. 

Chance and change seem wedd 

mould: 
And yet men build their castles. 
And he who builds a castle for 
May yet not hear the breake 
seethe and roar: 
And he will not hear the sobb 
his door. 

He thinks that he has builded 
And says, "All's well with tl 
well with me." 
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in the greatest fame 
le ancient thought. 

lim so sublime, 
«a surges not? 

[I. 

I. 

le vista bright. 

irch'd and vaulted past, 
and sepulchral light, 
iments so vast 
maze. 

age 

thought: 

hands have sought 
I heroic lore 
ed every page 
ood old days of yore. 

le vista fair: 

to Phoebus' daring steeds, 

;hts to dare; 

rd of all his deeds 



I intent 
'here is life — 
ost restless strife; 
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Not as the strife of them 
But them on emulation bent; 
And all look forward into 



O Prospect, ever could vista f 
That waits for a glorious di 

More beautiful be in arrayal i 
Than thou on this summer 

When the stately elms and th( 
Grace the spot where hope 

O charm of the spot which h< 
And the cradle of fancies ra 

Where the "braided branches' 
By the breath of songs in tl 

Bend low with a rapturous wl 
To the hearts that worship 

O the tender grace which the 
In these hearts of ours has 

And the light that shone dowi 
Where wisdom and knowled 

And the love of a brother, ani 
When the parting has long 

in. 

The college days — 
A season fraught with work ai 
With joys or griefs, with mom 
When all the world seemed gi 
Just to yield us heaven. 
Perhaps the praise 

(71) 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Shall long once more to I 
As we turn our hearts and 
When the sun of life sink 

If we should return to you 
When the years have roll' 

Would you still be nodding 
Shall we hear the zephyrs 

^^The 'tender grace' shall c( 
For this is a new-bom da 

The winds are breathing the 
They have come from rivi 

They have come to bid us i 
And to join the elms' fare 

Good-bye, dear elms, — good- 
Old elms, farewell, farewe 
Clar: 
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Soni 



Your eyes have stolen 
The blue of the suir 

The image they mirror 
I know they are loyj 

Your cheeks are blush( 
Like roses and lilies 

I know that their rose 
I know, for I kissed 

I love the bright blush 
Your eyes with their 

They tell me a secret 
They tell me your h 
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A Pr: 



O Voice out of the Darknes 
Of this vast living Universe 
Person, or Power, or Spirit, 
Who yet I feel must be, an 
If Thou, indeed, hast voice s 
Give me a word of strength 
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Cremj 



Crush not the body a sou 
Under a weight of com 

Sink it not in the depths 
Crawling creatures' can 

Prison it not in a rock b< 
Walled by filth and cur 

Years will crumble the w< 
Locks and seals will be 

Give it to flames when it! 

Fire cannot pain when 
^shes and dust, when the 

Tempt not the vandal i 

Carve, if you will, a ston< 
What if no mouldering 

Only the worms will miss 
Hungrily seeking their 1 
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Question ani 



I wonder, is it well to k 
And to peld to the long 
To feel the burning and 
That creeps through hea 
To dream in the night, 
And to see in the day 
But one. fair face, 
And one bright eye 
In the millions that thro 

From somewhere in the 
Of silence that lives and 
A voice like the sound c 
Proclaims the message: * 
Then live, my soul! 
Bend low to the shrine, 
Make bare thy breast 
For the fiery dart; 
For 'tis well to love 
And the bliss and the Ic 
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New England 



When he's seen ther new world 

And ther marvels of ther old 
When he's been through Persia 

Or felt Russia's bitter cold, 
When he's seen all Egypt's woi 

An' the sights o' Greece an' 
Ter a Yankee comes a longin' 

Fur his ol' New England hoi 

Nowhar but in ol' New Englan 

Air ther skies so purty a blu* 
While ther grass grows sorter g 

An' the birds sing sweeter, tc 
Nowhar else do hills an' mount 

Hoi' their heads up quite so 
Nowhar else sich cliffs o' granii 

An' sich noble forests stand. 

Then ther valleys an' ther rivei 

Seems ez if they're Natur's o 
Sunset's like ther gates o' Hea\ 

Where ther angels' wings air 
All ther things we see around i 

Sorter go ter bring ter mind 
What we lost when God's own 

Poor ol' Adam lef behind. 

Somehow, too, folks seem more 
'S if they knew why hearts \ 

(91) 



Wonde: 



I often wonder, at the clos 
When the bright sun sinks 
Why old Earth turns upon 

I often wonder, as the ebh 
Slowly recedes and leaves 
On lie's Far Shore, shall 

And as each setting sun o] 
And gloomy night close ve 
Will Orient morning at th< 

What means the struggle. 
The calm night wraps its : 
And as things have been, ; 

Oh! trusting heart, in worl 
Shall dawn the stars that ^ 
There shalt thou bind eacl 

\ 
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Yet a kindly deed with a 
Do hallow the commonest 
Can charity ever its purp< 
Since the chalice of love i 



I\ 

Yet I thought that I still 
That mystical, magical cu 
The cup that our Master 
In the "upper room" wit 
Drank of the mingled my 
With you and with me ai 
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A Bit o 



I found a withered rose 

Hidden away from th 

The bloom of its petals 

Its wrappings of tissue 

And is it the flower s 

I wondei 

On a summer night in 

It graced the wealth < 

Young and foolish! Pei 

But I loved her, — loved 

When she gave me th 

I wonder 

Now, with her gold and 

'Mid the jaded throng 

Seeking new tinsel and s 

Wearied and worn with 

Does she ever rememt 

I wonder 
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I Wait 



I wait for thee — dost 
Where anemones and 
And wUt thou come i 
Where the wave of bi 

I wait for thee — dela) 
To come where sweet 
And lift their heads ii 
With a longing heart 

If all this sweetness tl 
O thou wouldst never 
But all thy grace wou 
To him who loves anc 
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A Decemb 



Give me the thoughts c 

As into the new I go 
Give me the songs of t 

That send me, how, 
Into the life of the con 

Filled with the joys ( 
Yet we long for the otl 

When the deeds then 

Give me these many th 

Clad in editions rare, 
Printed on paper of tex 

And bound with spec 
Give me these as the fi 

And the night grows 
For I would read the 1 

And live in the days 
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The Passing of 



The golden-rod sighed in the e^ 
The thistles shivered and sho 

And an unknown sadness seemc 
The song of the babbling brc 

For the voice of Autumn whisp 
Across the hazy land, 

And the fields lay still in a trer 
For the touch of the unseen ] 

''She is here, she is here," said 
"Not yet, not yet," said the 1 
. And the robin was still with the 

And the linnet whispered, "H 

I Then Autumn came in the twili] 

] O'er the top of the silent hill, 

Which reddened fast beneath hij 
: But all the fields were still. 

f No noise spoke welcome to her 

The flowers were still as the ( 
And there was pain in her gentl 
As patiently she said: 

"No greeting for me, children d 
Though all in love I come? 

No welcome for me, little ones. 
Ah me! You still are dumb. 

( 105 ) 




oogle 



Digitized bv 



Google 



Tw< 

In a distant, verdant 
By a lazy, limpid 

'Mid the birds and t 
Grew two roses, si 

One was kept by a i 

The other she gave t 

As they plighted th 

One gleamed white o 

As a knight rode awa 

To join his king in 

The other drooped its 
At the fear and grief 
She kissed its petals a 
''I fear, I fear, — I lo\ 

She saw fair summer 
Die in the flush of a 

She heard the wild ge- 
Adown the glaring soi 

Yet never home her k 

Slowly died her hope's 

* * * * 

In a distant verdant v 
By a lazy, limpid st 

Blooms a rose above j 
One white rose, in i 

In the quiet hush of 1 
It bends its head and 
''Alas! Alas! I lovec 



( 
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A Sui 



O, isle of the wind-sw 
O, isle of the ocean 

O, isle of the wind an 
And the summer bo; 

Hither they come from 
From the city's fetid 

Where the asphalt melt 
And the microbes plj 

Hither they come to re 
To rest from cankeri 

To pay their three goo( 
For summer hotel fai 

They lie in the sand at 
With fearless hearts t 

Then swear as they nui 
And patronize drug s 

Fond fathers groan as 1 
For a good square m 

But the fat old landlorc 
And make their hay 
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Out 



A tiny picture hangs or 
Where the silver moon- 
A bit of rock and a wa 
A fleck of white upon t 
[ And the song of th 

! And its din is swee 

The long green rollers s 

I And pound the sands w 

' Glide backward, hissing 

Then gather, and swift \ 

Thus the song of th 

With a grand and fi 

1 The winking wavelets fal 

Darkness smothers the h 

But the restless breakers 

Pound and pound with i 

. So the song of the s 

I The night-surf's som 

/ The song of the sea as i 

In the days when I, too, 

, And the wind-lashed, wa 

And my cheek was wet ^ 

The song of the sea 

And the tears to my 
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Since 



All of Brow 
And all the digs and c 
They have their exits i 
And one lad in his tim 
His acts being five agei 
Verdant and paying foi 
Then the lazy Sophomc 
Or purchased daily the: 
Unwillingly to class. — T. 
Full of wise thoughts a 
Jealous in honor, broke 
Seeking the bubble repi 
Even in the midst of fli 
Into the grave and reve 
With mortar board on 1 
His early caps well save 
For his swelled head; a 
Raised so oft in evening 
At thought of leaving B 
That ends this strange i 
Is graduation and mere 
Sans wit, sans cash, sar 
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" Mother 



p. s.- 



Little Miss Mi 
Sat on a tuflEet 
And all went a 
But a young n 
And sat down 
-She's no longer 
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And there he met a wil 
Whose hair was wh 
Who sat upon a m< 

And mumbled in deep i 
Unto a rusty cross. 

The hermit raised his hi 
"Why comest thou j 
The student answere 

"I search for truth throi 
Thou knowest, pray 

The hermit closed his ho 
"It is not here," que 
"In these dark ages 

But dimly as when cloud: 
The night's obscurity 

The bell struck three in t 
And from the east up 
A slender moon upon 

Beneath whose smile the c 
Grew red like bashful 

But the student saw not f 
Sank deeper in the pz 
Within a valley deep 

He saw mid glittering cloi 
Two armies grapple h 

He heard the victors yell i 
He heard the vanquisl 
He saw the Roman ei 

Triumphantly with outstre 
Upon the Alpine gale. 

( 
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About the altar hung a < 
Of sacred incense sv 
And maidens danced 

Unto the song and at ea( 
A chorus did repeat. 

Still sweeter smoked the ; 
Still clearer rose the 
More lovely smiled tl 

And to and fro on airy t( 

* More lightly tripped j 

i 

[ "O, priest of Venus," crie 

"I tread this hallowec 
\ To learn where beaut 

I Oh! tell me by the golden 

f That twine her should 

And in his chant the pries 
"Alas, it dwells not h( 
The flower soon withei 

And cheeks turn pale and 
And eyes grow dim an 

The bell struck five in the 
. And from some distant 

k A whistle tooted long i 

1 And rumblings of reviving 

I Resounded 'neath the '. 

j An electric car came crunc 

1 And with a greenish fi 

f The trolley sputtered a 

I And the wet rails burned ^ 

J Beneath each iron tire. 

(I 




Google 



And while the others da 
She lower hung her 
And when one aske< 

"I can't play now, for i 
My mama dear is d 

The spirit took the stud< 
And said, "In vain 
For truth in dim, hi 

In simple childhood dwel 
Than in a thousand 

They left the weeping or 
And with a crowd tl 
Into a sanctuary vasi 

Where through the sweep 
The organ's throbbin 

The pulsing tones arose z 
Like billows far from 
That yearn to reach 

And toil and struggle and 
Fall prostrate on the 

The music slowly ebbed i 
Upon the multitude 
A silence deep began 

But in each breast there 
A secret interlude. 

The spirit clasped the stu 
And whispered in lov 
"The power of empii 

But music in the human 
Has an eternal thron< 
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God bless the woman wl 
I believe she has fully tv 
If speech is like silver ar 
She's a silver deposit of 
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Regre 



We sundered at the parting of 

But why, I know not; only 

We ne'er shall meet in all the 

In deep regret I note the he 

My more than friend, hov 

A cloud to steal thee fron 

Left I perhaps some worthy d 

Or spoke some word unheed 

I only know that precious hou 

And ken those saddest word 

W 
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In shreds fell his flesh as afar 
His white gleaming bones 12 

And the wind whistling loud t 
I laughed as I gazed on it 

Second Sp 

A mother her babe from her 1 
And cursed the small form 

No love for the child had she 
But bore it in hate and disi 

Full fat on the strength of the 
Full sweet to my heart was 

Third Sp 

A lover had broken his vows 
And mocked at his mistress' 

In anguish she beat her fair t 
And begged him once more, 

A moment had passed and the 
I chuckled with might and ^ 

The Thr 

With bonds that mortals can \ 
We have choked three spirit 

With fires that water can quer 
We have yoked three souls t 

Chorus 

Then away, come away from 1 
And the gleams from the be 

We will join in a dance and 01 
In the sway of a gay rigado 

(129) 




oogle 



Wante< 



Two arms around my m 
A smooth cheek closely 
I know what such caresj 
And in my chair I back 
"What is it, daughter m 
"What is it that you wa 
Some more new dresses, 
"No, dear papa, it isn't 
"I hope it isn't laces th 
"You dear old dad just 
"More diamonds or perl 
No? Then what do you 
"I don't want anything; 
It's Tom, this time, and 
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But whisper "Hardly up 1 
Rewrite before exams!'' 

He'll have a fit and think 
That old green bag of ] 

What plentitude of wind i 

What tons of compresse 
What "Willie-horse-power' 

The Freshman stored in 
What reams of lovely co-e 

What co-ed anagrams, 
What co-ed hopes got smc 

That old gireen bag of ] 

I see the tall, straight figi: 

As into class 4ie strode. 
Felt hat and coat-tails spe 

His bike raised on the i 
A fleeting smile, a few rei 

As crisp as telegrams. 
Then, thump! and things 

That old green bag of ] 

Then we forgot the essays 

In interested thought. 
And heard great literary t 

Well-turned and ably ta 
His deep voice read us th 

Fine poems and epigran 
And all these things had j 

That old green bag of 1 

Pandora's box could never 
Comparison with this. 

Which dealt out wisdom, 
Pain, laughter, tears, an 
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The Pessii 



Once, when the violets blossomi 
When days were bright and e 

Quickened the tingling blood-ra 
He asked of his Creator: "\ 

With head that bears a frosted 
With wearied form, all bent ^ 

With aching eyes, bedimmed bj 
He asks the other question: 
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This is our debt to Brown — the < 

The liberal mind, the broad an 

This campus world lies open to t 

These campus elms stretch out tl 

To point a lofty part. 

Then sing us a song of this cam] 

A song of the college boy, 
A student strain with a glad refrj 

And the ring of a careless joy. 
Sing us a song of these campus ( 

And the life in the shade belov 
From the cap and gown of the S 

Let the melody overflow. 

A twittering, gossiping, fluttering 

Astir in the morning gleams. 
With impudent eye takes a peep 

At a Lazy Man wrapped in dr 
The sun steals higher, the elms a 

By the breath of the dawning 1 
And a ray very still creeps across 

With a wink to the whispering 
The saucy young sparrow, in spa 

Bursts forth into chirrups and i 
As the sunbeam coy softly kisses 

And flashes away o'er the hills. 
The twittering bird, the whisperir 

The kiss of the rosy beam 
Are a summons to rise and open 

To break the sweet spell of a ( 

And now from the window a hea 
All tousled and sleepy and dull 
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The problems of purity, honor 
Come surging up into his so 

There's a vision of God and tl 
And a glimpse of the ultima 

Then out in the bright, buzzin 

When the campus is vibrant 
And the keynote is "jolly,'' thj 

That primes us for grinding 
The Lazy Man squirms throug 

For an hour — has a moment 
Then listens with care to what 

Taking notes with remarkabl 
Philosophy, science, and literati 

He hangs on his stray metiti 
And livens the day in the old-: 

By pulling a number of legs 

At length with an appetite suit 

He dines oh "Refectory" fai 
Observing with pride that the 

May be outclassed with ease 
Then back in his room with a 

Stretched out in luxuriant ea 
With a room full of smokers, ; 

No moments so merry as th 
Hilarious humor uncorked witt 

Repartee in the wittiest snat 
A knock on the door, a unani 

"Come in!" and a voice pif 
A mandolin plunks away, "Sti 

The chorus shout, "Here co 
When into the place with a gi 

Comes tramping our old frie 
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The Lazy Man whistles a 

And is mocked by an e 
His notes are glad, but h: 

And the melody quickl) 
On a sudden he spies a i 

Next instant he's readir 
'^Dear dad!" is his shout 

"Dear mother!" and al 
The sun beams anew and 

And a breeze stirs the 1 
And the Lazy Man's bloc 

Boimds on at the biddi: 

Now perhaps it's a thoug] 

That reminds him of oi 
Or perhaps a mere chance 

He has caught in a cer 
For a few moments later 

Remains a considerable 
And upon his return one 

A peculiarly rapturous s 

The sunshine that lingers 

Soon fades in a twilight 
Then something inspires i: 

And musical breezes blc 
The lights in the city glea 

The lights in the halls : 
Till quiet broods o'er pea 

And stars shine round z 

The Lazy Man up in his 
To studying soon puts \ 

Then settles him down in 
For an intimate talk wi 
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Sleep my child, while 
Sleep little one, ; 
While night descends 
And the misty twilig] 
On the floating form 
Sleep little one, 

So cuddle and nestle 
Sleep little one, 
For angel forms are 
And the stars are wa 
The trundle-bed whe 
Sleep little one, 

Then speed away to 
Sleep little one. 
To that hazy, far-ofif 
And dream as the ni 
To the fleecy clouds 
Sleep little one. 
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The Song of 



Five little babes lay s 
On the shores of S 

Dreaming of dear, go 
And thinking of CI 

Blessings on their inn 
Dreaming and slum 

While visions of spicy 
Danced in the bain 

When rosy Dawn firs 
She looked at them 

And sent her Sunbeai 
To the land of eve: 

'Twas Christmas mor 
Their stockings wer 

In glee they crept fro 
To the round of CI 
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V 



Priir 



I used to watch ] 
On Sunday, in 

And every time s 
My heart with 

And when she^sa 
The bonds whi 

Were loosened, ai 
Soared high int 

I loved her so it 
Whene'er I hea 

And when she sw 
My heart burst 

Alas! between us 
As wide as ear 

For she was twen 
And I was onb 
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Men 

Class 



The breath of June is g( 
It softly murmurs thro 
A haunting melody, th 

The heart of youth with 

While, through the leavei 
The westering sun dro 
Which spread a dream 

And turn our thoughts t< 

This granite seat beside 
Invites the dreamer to 
Here let us sit, ere yet 

Into the chiQer dark, anc 

On games outplay'd and 
Mayhap some elder sp 
Will touch our thought 

Of those who learned at 

As yet we laugh not, cor 
See new-bom beauties 
We soon must leave. 

From the strange student 

Untroubled, young, their 
And sadly, vainly, sear 
Those vanished faces t 

Set us on fire to climb I 
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Bygones are bygones, 1 
Our little world bec2 
And, save as pilgrim 

We owe it far too noti 

For teaching us the na 
Above false-masked < 
For granting us a he 

Of wealth which know 

Here chance acquaintai 
And rolled along, an 
Of waters sweet, wh( 

Were wafted on to lov< 

The inward eye delight 
Kindly professors, w] 
The higher life, and 

Could ever make less ( 

Thinking again on tim< 
A classroom, with its 
A laughing group, wi 

A rainy night when tal 

Or, on a clear spring ( 
Down a still river flc 
With friendly stars a 

That show us hidden s 

Who could not wish fa 
His sudden flight, no 
On those bright field 

Touched with the wani 

Yet who would wish tc 
Now overpast; once ] 
The wayside fruit, th 

Descend strange glens i 




Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



The goad is no fantastic ^ 
When care may blast oi 

Nor is it some mere glory 
With which we cope. 

Nor can we heavy-hearted 
Some sanctitude of rest, 

No surcease of our toil be 
Of our unrest. 

So fight we must, nor bas 
Thro' bitter days and b 

But never may our hand : 
The sword of light. 

] 

For now come true those 
Those dreams of pleasui 
But time has brought this 
No sad'ning sti 
Yet blasts its pur 
For once again 
Of summer's inns 
Doth risi 
Each heart fi 
And strenuous strea 
With nought 
Destroy 
A somnolescenc 
And singing birds 
In adulation 
Four times have th< 
With joy replet 
Rebuilt amid some 
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Gleams of passing mirth i 
Ne'er approaches hope's 

Golden argosies averring, 
With a fervor e'er equij 

'Tis not ever resignation 

To be content with any 
For often 'tis but mere pi 

Testing for a tenser knc 
Since to all losses we're n 

For victory is oft defen 
Yet when the battle has z 

Certain 'tis we'll not ha 
If the stinging thong of s< 

Has but incensed for th 
If no weapon we e'er bor 

But ever wield the swoi 

In action there is no dela 

Tho' oft enlarged vision 

For not with self-complac( 

Should eager men 
E'er seek the heart's desii 
The wish they sought a 
Detach thyself from yestei 
They've pass'd beyond 
Another duty sup 
Thee to estrj 
The incarnation of some i 
•Impels, 
And morning-hea 
Hope within our hearts' s 
'Tis hope leads on to gre; 
To faith in him above. 
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For the world may frow 
We care not tho' she tr 

stand. 
The skies in grayish m 
At sunset evening's gorg< 
'Tis now we feel the 

place, 
Like the rounding of t 
So emulous may we di 

bower, 
To ply the tasks with > 

power. 
The higher flies the larl 
The nearer soars the sou 
And our short quest will 

lose, 
If He looks down and 

renews, 
If God-upheld, and love 

right. 
It may be when the bat 

light. 
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And cooled the lips of th 

church where the iv 
Some wandering, unknot 
Men smoked outside on 

blew in; their voices 
A droning, meaningless, 

when you're half as 
The wind was warm, foi 

the curtain some no 
It blew the thoughts of i 

where the great fog 
The sun as dim as an o 

some pearl gray sen 

A swollen disc that's fai 

— ^Where are your thoug 

Your closed eyes seeing 

Somebody nudge my ( 

The learned professor is 

And cries, '^Mr. Clay, 

Explaii 

And midst the laughs of 

Clay rises, but quicker s 

And such is a tyipicsl 

And another day that h( 

For days the clouds had 

mighty ice-flow dowi 

The snow had come v 

Like water that boils in 

granny brews her te 

And now, on this winter' 

with snow. 

And the thick white t^ 

Like little lamb's tails 
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Like the sudden blast of 

Satanic shade. 
The college halls, with ' 
I illumined, loom 
Like four-decked frigate 

frozen gloom. 
And such is the typical 

And another day that he 

The people are all con 

^'Gym." 
There is a conscious little 
There are light girls, dar 
For what's the use of p 

there? 

The students on the rudd 
And smiling at the pret 
The grand-stand is a i 

grow 
Like bands of nodding 
Up goes a ball! The flc 

yell, 

While the coacher give: 
well!" 

And when the game is 
And chatter up the camp 
A gay-bedecked processi 
While groups of student 

But, after dark, on the 
heedless student shj 

A match-flame flares on 
the smoke escapes 
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S( 



I do not know w 
Beyond the skies, 
My wondering ga 
The nature of thi 
I do not know m 

I only know that 
Where God in hii 
My fate has spun 
So live, that He s 
When I lie down 
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Perhaps there'll b 
A solace for oui 
With hearts a littl 
Of old-times not i 
With eyes a bit r( 
We'll look no n 

Since God's not ii 

Nor ever was o 

'Twas madness to 

For dreams of ( 

By fools we've be' 

By cowards been 

By baubels been ( 

And trinkets wi 

Since life is full o 

And at its best 

Since pain comes 

While all to-da> 

With no more tho 

Nor hope in life 1 

Of life we'll say \ 

And can no mo 

No thoughts of so 

Nor cares we w 

We'll follow phani 

In each enticing 

So seeking only p^ 

In half-enraptured 

The lovely then w 

And but in pair 
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The Voit 

Clas 



The lights bum dim, a 
Amid the halls, where 

And the drowsy caln 
My transient thoughts, 
I sit, and hear from oi 

The voices of the eh 

They blend their myris 
Of life spent here in coll 
Of its common joys, anc 

as well. 
Till in a mighty choruf 

At first, quite dim and 
The solo parts of each 

Sung softly, slowly, ( 
Until at last they die i 
Like tinted clouds of a 

At the setting of the 

With the elm trees' ru 

night breeze. 
Comes a song of Fresl 

voiced singing tree 
Telling of days in the au 
When first in the role 

head; 
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All bespeak a joy of livir 
Which is latent while ir 
clarion rings. 

Then comes the song of [ 

tones, 
Sung by these stately si] 

moans, 
And with the soft accoir 

breeze 
Come the faint notes of a 

trees. 
For the first sweet touch o 

boy. 
Comes in this same old Ju 

to employ 
Its most subtle and artfi 

his heart, 
And to cause from the ( 

drawing apart. 
It sings of midnight stud; 
And hours of lazy loafi: 
Of misty castles in the air 
Which is very pleasant t< 

away. 

And 'tis the song of S( 

singing now — 
A song of many accompli 
Made as a thoughtful Fi 

new, 
Perhaps giving joy or r 

through. 
A song which sings of fri 

past 
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Yields up[its grist of care 

they go 
Across the college campi 
And stocks, and the work 

ing notes 
Of a song of the college 

some hall 
To sing awhile in the twil: 
They sing of the old-time 

mule," 
And "The bull dog who i 

water fool." 
But whatever they sing i 

shop" chord full an< 
Which echoes through tl 

plaintive sound. 
Then later in the evenini 
Save the shriek of the '] 

down the hill, 
And through many a stuc 

of light 
From the lamps of faithfi 

the night. 
But soon the silence is bn 

shrill. 
Of a lad 'neath a windov 

down the hill." 
Jones accepts the invitati 
And once more night fa 

through the gate do^ 

Now it is a morning of ^ 
snow is white. 

And the ancient iron-ca 
watchers of night, 
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Again it is the springtime. 
When you hear the click 

monotonous tune, 
A.S it glides about the Ca 

"slave," 
Grown old in duties of givii 
Now comes the sound of s 

walk 
And a crowd passes throu 

happy talk, 
Down onto Lincoln Field, 

ball, 
And the "dead-heads" ha^ 

dows of Maxcy Hall. 
There are men in the mile 

pipes and cigars, 
Cheering the team to victor 
There are girls in the old 

eager fear — 
For there is no fun in a ba 

to cheer. 
At last the game is over — 
And the crowds file out th 

satisfied stream, 
But the students go wild 

their voices are hoarj 
They mount the team on 

to the "gym" by for 
Then some one finds a coi 
They form a parade in a 

to come. 
They march through the C 

Westminster street. 
Followed in line by the c 

meet. 
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The classes form in battali 
And the band starts up its 

down the hill 
In a perfect blaze of fire\ 

still. 
Then home go the parent 

is over and past — 
And the college, grown t 

rest at last, 
And the sun creeps up o 

day's course to run, 
Its rays seeming ever to w 

is done." 

Still the lights bum dim. 
Amid the halls, where tir 

But no more I hear th 
Of the choral of the tree; 
Deep silence rules the co 

And I am left alone. 

G 
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In the city men are st 
In the dizzy, dusty cit 
While away ofiE here 

aloft, 
Saucy sea-gulls skim 

and soft. 
Here the unstained, i: 

peace in me. 
And the magic sumr 

the sea. 
One more glorious bu 

ocean-song. 
Then the bitterness oi 

long. 
Hark a moment! Yo: 

of worky 
Yonder ray aslant the 

shirk? 
Lend me courage, th 

weary be. 
And I'll miss the sum 

the sea. 
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^^Thisis the End 



Withered rose, you wei 
When you stole o'er th< 

the creamy white 
Of her gently heaving b 
And I envied you, with 
As I wished that the wi 
Was the way of a maid 

Last night I was passioi 
As her warm breath f annt 
O'er the poppy fields. 1 
When I saw her haggai 

the day: 
And I loosened the clasj 
And ghost-like fled from 
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She' 



Now she's my cousin 

If quietly seated w 

In enters my head to 

Around her waist q 

If there is ar 

I can't see it. 

Now she's my cousin, 

If, as she is so near 

I make a neat steal fr 

While she feigns a g 

If there is an] 

I can't see it/ 

Now she's my cousin, , 

If in my love for hei 

I hat I gathered up cot 

And gained her, on wl 

If there is any 

I can't see it. 

Now she's my cousin, s< 

If I loved her, my fif( 

To make her "my owne 

I-or isn't her wealth u 

If there is any ] 

I can't see it, si 
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Piercing shrieks 

Issued from th 

Till the breezes t 

And the river see 

As the waters of 

Reddened with 

Now no longer ci 
At their fell, infer 
In the realms of < 

Live they with 
Mid the writhing 
Of HeU's depth th 
Bound in chains ta 

Tortured by dev 

And the hermit no 
Dwelt within the f( 
Ignorant, ah, little 

Of the horrors ol 
Tho' the echoes of 
Still were sobbing, i 
Thro' the lonely foi 

Faintly on each s 

Years rolled by wit 
Like the measured 
But the monk in d( 

Harkened not unl 
It is midnight — in t 
Of the firelight he i 
And his fevered brs 

With the burdene 
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In her arms she « 
Softly kissed his 1 
Bathing with her 

Dripping all his 
''Not till now, O 
*Xould you love i 
Not till death had 

From its thraldc 

Then the tempest 
With a fearful fur) 
Tore the old log h 

Piled above the 1 
Fanned the embers 
Till in lightning an 
Miles of flame belcl 

From the mounta 

Winter passed and i 
Spring dew-drops ar 
And a million yellow? 

Burned, where sto 
From which, phoenb 
Springing twined the 
And so close they n 

The two lives gre^ 
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We strolled i' the tw 

And as we stroUec 

Sending its tiny bear 

A sin 

I looked into her eye 

That tho' long lasl 

Before me, shining b 

I saw 

Who could resist? I 
Since prudence lover' 
I kissed her. Then, 
I saw 
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Don'i 

When the cold win 
Whistling througl 

And you hear old ^ 
Spring wiU follow 

When your money i 

„,^.?d your pocket-1 

While your tailor wi 

Luck is turning. 

When your best girl- 
While another gets 

And you hear her ca 
There are others. 

When, with sorrows 
Life's great load st 

And this old world p 
There's a heaven. 
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Life' 



In Inland Groves 

It blossomed fre 
With cheeks reflec 

Eyes sparkling a 
A dream was Life 

No troubles, nan 
And here Life liva 

Of a future not 

Soon, in this Life, 

And impulse stro 
Away to the Shore 

Out into the win. 
Down on that shon 

With soft and kir 
Oft on that strand 

Through all the c 

'Twas here along th 

Beside the Unkno 
And he sought to le 

The prints of his 
But when the dark . 

Great waves swepi 
They ate the golden 

And left Life's Fo< 

Oft when the sun wi 
Those sands had h 
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Beside the river Nile 

Where Ibis stalked, i 

To his weird worship 

Whose priestly follow 

Her fair life's blosson 

Her life; far more mi 

Bubastis here, O blisi 

Bubastis gone, and w 

What' cruel fate has t 

Sing, Muse, if ever, f 

Thy heart were move( 

To smile for pleasure, 

Within the palace of t 
Meneptah, Lord, to w 
Their tribute costly, d 
Bubastis and Niketis, : 
Phra Amon, I, no palj 
No marble colonnade, 
But love, keen sighted. 
That pierced through m 
The princess royal and 
Of love once tasted, kr 
But ah! for all the sigl 
The royal law decreed 
No son or daughter of 
Could join in wedlock < 
We cursed the law, our 
We could not part, yet 




:ecl by 



Google 



When, looking back, 
With Egypt's host a 
Then terror seized tl 
I saw within the vai 
And e'er they drew ye 
To Moses cried the ] 
And up he rose, and 

stayed. 
^'Behold!" he cried. 

seems a wall! 
From every danger I \\ 
For, lo, Our God is 
And with His arm de 
His face alight with j 
He called on God to s 

woe. 
The waters cleft with 

made; 
The Hebrews safely paj 
Swift followed Egypt's 
Meneptah to the confl 

Onward they hurried, 
Nor caring for woman 
Nothing they recked h 
Only to gain what the 
Into the bed of the se 
Just where Israel's arr 
Hurling defiance and i 
Unto the God who mi 
There upon the ocean' 
And turned and gazed 
Of waters, rushing, su 
Meneptah's host was t 
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Insane with grief j 
I rushed along to 
But ere I reached 
His dark and hellij 

What cared I now 
No hope had I, a 
By every wave, disi 
No beacon light ah 
Despair and anger, 
Grim hate for Apis^ 
A wand'rer, solitary 
I traced my path aj 
Where Apis' fairest 
Around this fane a 
And now in this enc 
I sit me down and ^ 
And soon as Thoth 
(My hate all Earth i 
Through secret ways 
I'll take myself, with 
Through corridor anc 
And dire will be the 
The sacred Apis' self 
With trusty blade I'll 
The cup of my rever 
The rustling of the L 
No harm within this 
Hush! What is that 

At this point the pa 
blot, as of blood. 
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Another year in whi< 
May be fulfilled; an< 
I yet may do what ". 
Another year in whi( 
I may, perchance, di 
Of opportunity, whic 
Shall yield rich incre 
And me. And so wi 
To face the future a 
Cry, "Welcome, com 
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Aftermath, The. Phil B. H 
Always. B. D. W. 
Angelus, The. Royal' Ne^l, 
Arbutus Buds. B. L. C. 
At Parting. Allan Westcott., 

At the Grave. P. M 

Autumn Leaves. Bigelow,'., 

Before the Dawn, Class Poem 

-oeyond. P, m 

Birth of Spring, The* ' "p. "m ' 
Bit of the Past, A. Nix... " 
■Blown Up. p 

Chapel BeU. C.S.Mitchell.. 
Lieer. George Browning McO 
Chorus of Evil Spirits. Charle. 
ChnstaasDay. R.O.Hughes 
Class Hymn of 1904. Berrick . 
Coming of the Stonn, The. H 
Cremation. Freeman Putney, J, 
C-y of the Fanner, The. Grace 

Dance, The. P. B. Hadley... 
Day Unto Day." Thacher Ho 

December Prayer, A. G. C. Wi 

■dedicatory. D. L. S 

Desertion, p. m 

Disappointed Ambitions." ' W "a 
Don't You Care. F. Putney Jr 
D^t You Wish You Kn^; 'a 
JJnfting. Alice Traver, 1905 

Faiiyland Joys. W.T.Hastings. 
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No More of Tears. A. D. C 
November Lullaby, A. B, L. 

Ode to Noughty Four. Roycu 
On a Withered Rosebud. Ja 
Our Marks. F. Putney , Jr.., 
Out of the Past. Z 

Parting. P. M 

Passing of Autumn, The. AU 
Passing of Love, The. "H. 1 
Past and Present. C. S. Mite 

Pessimist, The. X. Y 

Phra Amon. Edgar S. Bright 

Power. C. L. R 

Prayer, A. Allan WestcoU 

Primus Amor. W. G. L , 

Prince of Almorah, Class Poen 

Progress. H. O. Winshw 

Providence. A. D. C 

Psalm of Love, The. John J. 

Question and Answer. Maurio 

Regret. W. Whitman Bailey... 
Retrospect and Forecast. N... 

Return. O 

Reverie, A. Harry W. HasHni 
"Ring Out, Wild Bells." Jr... 
Rosebud, A. Nelleot 

Shadow, A. Howard B. Grose. 
She's My Cousin. C. E. W... 
Since You Like It. Clilford S. 

Slave, The. P. M 

So Uve. G. H. R 

Song. P 

Song of Spring, A. W. A. H, 
Song of the Babies Five, The. 
Song— To A Little Girl. Ruth. 
Sonnet. V. L. MiUiken 
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